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THOMAS  FLATMAN.

SONG.
TELL me 110 more I am deceived

While Sylvia seems so kind,
And takes such care to be believed,

,The cheat I fear to find.

To flatter me should falsehood lie
ConceaPd in her soft youth,

A thousand times I'd rather die
Than see thj unhappy truth.

My love all malice shall outbrave,

Let fops in libels rail ;
If she th' appearances will save,

No scandal can prevail.

She makes me think I have her heart.

How much for that is due ;
Though she but act the tender part.

The joy she gives is true.

THOMAS   FLATMAN.

[Born, 1635.   Died, 168S ]

THOMAS FLATMAN, an imitator of Cowley, who
had   also   a   respectable  talent   for   painting.

FOE THOUGHTS.

FROM POEMS AND SONGS.

THOUGHTS ! what are they ?

They are my constant friends ;

Who, when harsh fate its dull brow bends,

Uncloud me with a smiling ray,

Aad in the depth of midnight force a day.

When I retire and flee

The busy throngs of company

To hug myself in privacy,

0 the discourse, the pleasant talk

}Twixt us, my thoughts, along a lonely walk !

You like the stupifying wine,

The dying malefactors sip,

With shivering lip,

T' abate the rigour of their doom

By a less troublous cut to their long home,

Make me slight crosses though they piled up lie,

All by th' enchantments of an ecstacy.

Do I desire to see

The throne and majesty

Of that proud one,

Brother and uncle to the stars and sun,

Those can conduct me where such joys reside,

And waft me cross the main, sans wind and tide.

Would I descry

Those radiant mansions 'hove the sky,

Invisible by mortal eye,

My thoughts, my thoughts can lay

A shining track there to,

And nimbly fleeting go ;

Through ail the eleven orbs can shove away;

These too like Jacob's ladder are,

A most angelic thoroughfare.

Granger says that one of his heads is worth a
ream of his pindarics*.

The wealth that shines

In the oriental mines,

Those sparkling gems which nature keeps

Within her cabinet the deeps,

The verdant fields,

The rarities the rich world yields,

Rare structures, whose each gilded spire

Glimmers like lightning, which while men admire

They deem 4he neighb'ring sky on fire :

These can I gaze upon, and glut mine eyes

With myriads of varieties,

As on the front of Pisgah I

Can th' Holy Land through these nay optics spy.

Contemn we then

The peevish rage of men,

Whose violence ne'er can divorce    f

Our mutual amity,

Or lay so damn'd a curse   ,

As non-addresses 'twixt my thoughts and me j

For though I sigh in irons they,

Use their old freedom, readily obey,

And when my bosom friends desert me stay.

Come then, my darlings, I'll embrace

My privilege ; make known

The high prerogative I own

By making all allurements give you place ;

Whose sweet society to me

A sanctuary and a shield shall be

'Gainst the full quivers of my destiny.

[* His verse was buried with its author in a fourth
edition; no one has thought fit to revive it, and in no
collection of British Poetry has Flatman found or is
likely to find a place.]